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Flight Crew Prepare for Jerk Off 


Author's Notes: 
Originally posted around September 2015, erased from the site due to technical error in July 20l6, and now 
being reposted, for anyone who might enjoy a little airplane fantasy. 


---Prepare for Takeoff--- 


"Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen, my name is Denny, your chief flight attendant, and l'd like to welcome 
you aboard Hawaiian Airlines Flight 50, nonstop service from Honolulu to New York's JFK. Our pilot today is 
Captain Clarence Birdseye, and he's informed me that our flight time will be 1 hours and 45 minutes, which 
gets us into New York tomorrow morning around 6:55am local time. It's our pleasure to serve you today and if 
there's anything we can do to make your flight more enjoyable, please let me or any member of the crew 


know." 


Dave sunk into his cushiony first class window seat and performed an inventory of the personal items that 
would help get him through the long flight: Bose noise-canceling headphones, gum, newspaper, book, iPad, mini 


Kit-Kat bars, and an eye mask for sleeping. His reward for enduring this nearly ten-hour flight... a tiresome 


two-hour layover in New York City followed by another grueling seven-hour flight to London Heathrow. The 
unavoidable jet lag would be enough to make even an experienced traveler like Dave queasy. Served him right 
for choosing to live halfway around the world from the rest of his bandmates. 


An exotic-looking brunette flight attendant suddenly appeared in the aisle and tilted toward him. "Can | get you 
a glass of champagne before takeoff, Mr. Murray? Or a Mai Tai?" 


"No, thank you," Dave replied with a smile. "But keep my tab open for the rest of the flight," he added and 
gave her a flirtatious wink, just for fun. Alcoholic beverages were free in first class, of course, one of many 
advantages to enjoy. Having flown countless times between his home in Hawaii and the mainland US., Dave knew 
the drill and always avoided the sickeningly sweet "welcome" cocktail, preferring to wait for the good stuff once 


airborne. 


He was traveling to the U.K. to start rehearsals for the upcoming tour, which wasn't kicking off for a few 
weeks still, but there was a lot of work to do, especially considering they hadn't toured in over two years. 
Also, the set list still had to be worked out, the songs on the new album were challenging to play, and Bruce's 


voice was still getting back in shape after his cancer treatment. 


How many more times would Dave make this flight, he wondered. Someday, hopefully well into the future, he'd 
become a permanent fixture on the golf course in Maui, and later, when he could no longer play golf, he'd have 
to be content sipping a beer while floating around his pool on an inflatable chaise. Hey, there were worse 
retirement scenarios, but for the time being he was happy to "take it to the limit, one more time," as the 


Eagles song so poignantly put it. 


Other passengers were still boarding, and as they shuffled down the aisle, Dave amused himself trying to 
guess which lucky person would claim the seat next to him -- hopefully a woman, Sloppy businessman with 
needlessly loud speaking voice, pass.. coughing hipster, no thanks.. overzealous plastic surgery victim, pass 
Attractive blonde with smoking hot body, why, yes, please! She paused at the row ahead of Dave's and checked 
her boarding pass, an alluringly befuddled expression on her face. Her manicured nails and expensive-looking 
handbag suggested she belonged in first class. One more row, honey -- another glance at the boarding pass, at 
the seat number, and seat 3B was hers! She smiled a polite wordless greeting at Dave and sat down. Dave 
grinned to himself and pretended to read his copy of The New York Times while sneaking a look at his new 
neighbor's legs out of the corner of his eye. 


It was hard to have fun while stuck in an airplane seat for hours on end, but Dave was prepared to try. He 
remembered back in the old days Steve used to call him a "jammy dodger," someone who had good luck, always 
won at cards, and always got the hottest girls. Today his good fortune continued. Suddenly, the long flight was 
looking a lot more tolerable. 


---We Have Reached Cruising Altitude--- 


"Hot towel?" 


Using a pair of tongs, the flight attendant extended a steaming white washcloth to Dave, and one to his 
attractive fellow passenger. They both accepted the offering and exchanged an amused glance as they tried not 
to scald their fingers. 


"| never know what to do with these things," Dave ventured. "But it seems terribly ungrateful to refuse a nice 


hot towel." 

"| think they're trying to tell us that we're dirty," she said with a smile. 

Ice broken! This was going well so far. She was wearing a wedding ring, but that didn't mean she wouldn't be 
receptive to some harmless flirtation And possibly something else equally harmless, like Dave's cock, for 
instance. Dave couldn't help but notice her full breasts, a tight white t-shirt stretched over them and the v- 
neck showing just enough cleavage to tempt his eyes downward. 

She gave him the once over, too. He was attractive, soft around the edges but still muscular, tan in a freckled 
way that suggested he was naturally fair skinned, striking topaz blue eyes, long blond hair with some strands 
of grey around the temples. Middle-aged beach bum? No, he wouldn't be flying first class. A tropical 
entrepreneur of some sort? 

The stewardess returned. "Something to drink?" 


Dave let his sexy seat mate order first. 


"Vodka tonic," she said. A good sign. Dave didn't trust anyone who didn't order at least one alcoholic drink on a 
flight longer than six hours. 


The stewardess then took Dave's order. "Jack Daniels with ice, please." 


Better introduce yourself soon before she either starts watching a movie or reading a book, Dave thought. It 


would be creepy to suddenly initiate conversation after a long period of silence. 

‘I'm Dave," he blurted out somewhat abruptly. 

"Shelby. Nice to meet you." 

---Dinner Service--- 

Against the din of the engines, the sounds of real silverware clinking against china rang out through the first- 
class cabin. Both Dave and Shelby had chosen the salmon over pineapple cashew fried rice with sesame bok 
choy. Outside the window, the warm colors of the sunset behind them drained out of the black sky as they 


flew farther away from the sun. 


"I think my husband is cheating on me," she announced matter-of-factly. 


Caught a bit off guard, Dave swallowed a mouthful of bok choy and pointlessly swiped his napkin across his 
mouth. "Sorry to hear." 


Dave himself had cheated on his wife two hundred forty-seven times, and she probably had a clue, but they 
had established a "don't ask, don't tell" policy long ago. He'd never really had an affair, but while on tour over 
the years had encountered many women all around the world who wanted his cock, and he could rarely resist, 


especially after alcohol had been consumed. 


"So, what do you do for a living?" She'd been curious about him ever since she heard his British accent when 


they were using the hot towels. 


Dave was grateful for a change in subject matter away from extramarital affairs and he certainly didn't want 
to pry. "I play guitar in a heavy metal band." Dave's proud declaration was met with an intrigued expression. He 
spared her from having to ask which heavy metal band and added: "Iron Maiden" 


That seemed to excite her a bit. She broke into a wide smile and nodded. "Oh, yeah, I've heard of them! You 
were big in the 10s, right?" 


"No. The 80s." He wouldn't embarrass her by asking if she'd heard of any of their songs. "Mid-to-late 80s, 


mostly," he added, in case that made him seem a bit younger. 


"Did you wear eyeliner and spandex?" she teased. Her right hand reached out and rested pleasantly on his bare 


forearm. 


The arm touch indicated to Dave that she would also like to touch his cock. "Eyeliner, no, no, no. Spandex, yes, | 
have to confess. Not many bands avoided the spandex trousers in those days." 


Wow, a real rock star. She vaguely remembered seeing Iron Maiden on MTV when she was a teenager but 
couldn't place him as any particular member. But still, he was cute. He had a charming habit of turning his 


eyes up toward the ceiling and blinking rapidly while he was talking. 


She was flying back to New York to confront her husband, get a divorce, not get a divorce, reconcile, who 
knows. That reality seemed so far away at the moment. Right now she was ensconced in a giant leather chair, 
flying miles above the Pacific Ocean at 600 miles per hour and sitting next to a heavy metal guitarist who 


liked to flirt. 
---Time Zones--- 


After the fight attendants cleared the dinner plates, the cabin lights were turned off and replaced with dim 
purple mood lighting, a new feature on the Honolulu-JFK nonstop. It was nighttime, but hard to know the exact 
time. Back in Hawaii it was only slightly past Ipm, but local time might've been midnight or lam depending on 
what time zone they were over. The stewardess brought them another round of drinks and then disappeared 


into some curtained secret area near the cockpit. 


One minor disadvantage to sitting in first class was the massive armrest, immovable, and as wide as a bloody 
coffee table. It made it difficult to reach over and get acquainted with your neighbor, whereas in coach you 
could simply push the armrest up and be practically sharing the same seat. Dave hadn't flown coach since he 
was 28 years old, and had no wish to, but he could vividly remember the cramped seats, inadequate seat 


recline, and lack of leq room. 


Dave and Shelby sat in silence for a while. The temperature inside the plane was uncomfortably freezing so 
they both were making use of the generously sized blankets provided by the airline. Dave wondered if he'd be 
able to sleep at all. It felt too early and he wasn't sleepy. He cast a sideways glance at his seat mate to see 
what she was up to. She was listening to music through a pair of earbuds with her eyes closed. Dave tried not 
to imagine the rubbish that was probably streaming into her ears. But fuck, she looked hot. It was dark but he 
could make out the swell of her breasts inside her tight white shirt. From there, his eyes followed the indent 
of her waist down to the curve of her slim hips and further, past the blanket that was spread over her legs, 
and all the way down to her shapely slender ankles. His restless fingers itched to crawl under the edge of her 
blanket, find the button of her jeans, undo it, and slide inside her panties. Was she sleeping? He couldn't tell. 


His mind wandered toward recalling some of the occasions he'd shot his load while traveling on airplanes over 
the years. Mostly with help from his wife, bless her heart. Whenever Dave got horny, no matter what the 
setting, she rarely resisted lending a hand. She was a real sport. In addition to the half dozen or so hand jobs 
at 35,000 feet so kindly provided by his wife, he had also fucked a flight attendant in a lavatory once in the 
mid-80s, and gotten an amazing blow job from a stewardess in the galley of a chartered flight sometime in 


1993. 


And of course, he'd also taken matters into his own hands on a few occasions. In the days before Bruce had 
his pilot's license and started flying them around on tours, the band would charter a plane and have the entire 
cabin to themselves. One time, with his pockets full of tiny liquor bottles, Dave had crept into the empty last 
row of seats with his laptop and watched porn for almost an entire nighttime flight from Moscow to 
Frankfurt, back when watching porn on a laptop was still a novelty. Hidden beneath a massive shearling coat of 
unknown provenance, he had stroked his cock for two hours, bringing himself nearly to the point of coming but 
then stopping, repeating this process over and over, and nobody so much as walked by. He indulged in this 
marathon wanking session until the moment the plane touched down on the runway, when he finally came so 


hard he got a headache afterwards. 
Shit. Reminiscing about these sorts of things was turning him on. 
---|t is Now Safe to Move About the Cabin--- 


Dave pulled his blanket up to his chin to form a rice spacious tent over his lap and started slowly stroking 
himself though his jeans, feeling his cock swell and stiffen under his fingertips. There was no turning back now 
that he was hard and touching himself. He thought about going to the lav to jerk off, but felt lazy. It was a 


bad scene in there anyway, having to catch a shameful glimpse of yourself in the mirror under the harsh 


lighting, not to mention the worry that any second someone might knock on the door. And he'd have to squeeze 
past Shelby to get into the aisle, which would be quite ungraceful. No, best to stay snug in his seat. He let his 
eyelids slide shut, and rustled around a bit under the blanket as he undid his pants and pulled out his cock. 


"I'm going to have to report this to the pilot," a voice suddenly said right next to his ear and he practically 
jumped out of his seat he was so startled. It was Shelby. A second later, he felt her hand on his thigh, sliding 
upward. His heart was pounding. "I was wondering if you were going to touch me," she said, her hand searching 
for his naked flesh under the blanket, "but, it looks like you decided to touch this instead," she said as her soft 
fingers curled around his shaft. The exhilaration of feeling an unfamiliar hand on his dick was something that 


never got old. 


Dave slid his hand behind her neck, pulled her ear next to his mouth and asked, "See how hard you've got me? 
I've been thinking of doing all sorts of filthy things to you since you sat down next to me." 


"You're such a bad boy, taking out your cock and masturbating on an airplane, next to a stranger." Gripping his 
cock just below the head, she gave it a friendly squeeze before letting her thumb brush against the underside 
of the silky soft tip. This was his most sensitive spot and her touch there made him shudder. Then she 
started stroking him, sliding his foreskin back and forth over the head, pausing occasionally at the tip to give a 
gentle pinch or twist. His quiet moans were almost inaudible over the roar of the jet engines. 


"| don't usually..do this sort of thing anymore, at my age.." Dave explained, unconvincingly, in between shallow 


breaths. 


"| don't believe that for a second," she countered, smiling, as she continued stroking him at a steady pace 
beneath the blanket. "Mmm, you have such a nice fat cock." To be heard over the engine noise, and to hear 


him, she was leaning toward him as far as she could. 


Dave's right hand emerged from his blanket and briefly palmed her left tit from an awkward angle. He twisted 
his index finger around a long section of her hair that was trailing down over her shoulder, twirled it into a 


soft curl, then grabbed a bigger handful of hair and tugged on it, firmly but not enough to hurt her. 

"Keep going. Harder,” he pleaded. "Oh fuck." 

She started pumping his cock faster, enjoying feeling the tenseness in his muscles and seeing his face 
overcome with pleasure, a slight frown of concentration creasing his brow. Precum oozed from the tip of his 
cock and coated her palm. "Feel that? Your cock is getting my hand all wet" 


"Fuck," he groaned into her ear. "You're gonna make me come." 


A few more strokes and his cock swelled and twitched in her hand, then his body arched and she felt the first 
spurt of hot cum spill out onto her hand. She kept jerking his cock, more deliberately now, two, three, four, 


five more times, each stroke drawing more cum from him and making his body jolt as he lost all control. 


"Oh, fuck," he said, panting and reclining back in his seat. He lifted the edge of the blanket and swiped his hand 
across his stomach. "Fuck," he said under his breath. There was cum everywhere. On the blanket. On him. Oh 
well, he thought, buying a two-thousand dollar one-way ticket should at least entitle a person to jizz up a 
lousy blanket. 

"Your story checks out, by the way," she said playfully, wiping her hand on a cocktail napkin 


"Beg your pardon?" he asked, still catching his breath, not really comprehending anything beyond the blissed out 
satisfaction of just having had his balls milked empty of cum. 


"| Googled you earlier when you weren't looking. You really are a guitarist in Iron Maiden 
Was she trying to say that his sex appeal was purely circumstantial? He felt vaguely insulted. 
"But | would've done it anyway," she added. 


Now what could they talk about for the rest of the flight? Only five hours to go. 


